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What He Deserves 


Author's Notes: 
For Trin, because she got me into this entire mess to begin with. <3 


Jason sat in a beat-up armchair in another nondescript motel room. The chair was placed in front of a well- 
used writing desk, though Jason had swiveled it around so that he could face the door. His forearm rested on 
the desk, fingertips idly tracing the grooves and notches that crisscrossed through the wooden top. 


A digital clock sat on the nightstand next to the bed. It silently screamed 8:37 at him in bright red numbers. 


Thirty-seven minutes late. 


Jason's mind began to wander. Music at first, some improvements he thought he could make to their latest 
collaboration, if James would listen long enough for him to make his case. Random lyrics ran through his head, 
and for a moment, he toyed with the idea of fishing some stationery out of the desk drawer and jotting them 
down. He dismissed the idea just as quickly as it had come; while James would occasionally entertain his ideas 
for switching up a bass line (“not like anyone's gonna fuckin’ listen fo it, anyway," James had laughed once), 
there's no way he'd let Jason fuck with lyrics. He lyrics. 


Jason rolled his eyes and felt familiar bitterness rising in his stomach. He willed it away easily, it was common 
practice, after all. To be here--to be playing with motherfucking Metallica--there were just some things he 


needed to learn to let go of. 


The thought of James and Lars, for instance. James and Lars together. The secret conversations they'd have, 
huddled up in a corner together, whispering. The looks they shared across the studio, which were 
conversations all on their own. Fleeting touches, sharing food. Jason found the entire situation sickening. Their 
public displays were bad, but the mere thought of what they did when alone together was enough to make his 
stomach tighten and his hands start to tremble. He'd brought it up to Kirk once; made some remark about 
how inappropriate it was, the way they openly showed their affection to one another. Kirk looked uncomfortable 
for half a second before plastering a smile on his face. He'd clapped Jason on the back and said, "s how they've 
always been, man. How they'll always be. Better get used to it if you're gonna hang around." 


How they'll always be. A cold, greasy sweat had broken out over Jason's forehead and back. Kirk's words had 
made him feel like throwing up right then. 


A knock on the door--three quick raps of knuckles--brought Jason out of his thoughts and to his feet. He 
crossed the room in three long strides and then opened the door, standing behind it so that he was out of the 
sightline of anyone who might be out in the hall 

James sauntered in and closed the door gently, engaging the deadbolt and then sliding the security chain into 
place. He looked at Jason who remained leaning against the wall. Neither of them spoke right away, but James' 
expectant look made Jason uneasy, and he strained to find something to say. 


"You're forty-three minutes late," he settled on. "You have problems getting away?" 


"Sort of. Him and Kirk are going out to some club. Had to wait for Kirk to put his fucking makeup on, or 
whatever. Did you pick up any beer?" 


"No. 


"Fuck" James turned toward the entertainment unit which housed a small television, leaning down to prod 


through empty cabinets. 
"You know they don't have mini-bars in shitholes like this.’ 


James straightened, irritated, and ran his hands back through his hair. "Yeah, | know. Which is why | don't 
understand why we have to come to shitholes like this. We have a fucking five-star hotel." 


"A five-star hotel where your boyfriend is staying. And besides, what's the big deal about a fucking mini-bar? 


You have to be drunk first before you can touch me, is that it?" 


"Jesus Christ. Shut the fuck up. You sound like a fuckin’ girl." 


Jason shut up, and hated himself a little. So much for standing up to James; it was his way or the highway, 
even when they were alone in dingy little motels on the side of the road. They went back to looking at each 
other, Jason shifting nervously against the wall. He wished he could think of something to say, anything. Even if 
it pissed James off. Sometimes, when it was just the two of them, it was better when James was pissed off. 


At least then, there was some sort of emotion to go around. 


If you don't want to be here--" Jason began, but his words were abruptly cut off by James' mouth. Jason 
forced himself not to respond to the kiss right away, having planned on playing up the pouting for a little 
longer. But James' mustache tickled him and his mouth was warm and soft, and when James’ tongue licked at 
the seam of Jasor's lips, he gave himself over to the seductive pull. It became apparent to Jason that James 
was not in any immediate need for alcohol; he'd obviously been hitting his precious mini-bar in his precious 
five-star hotel before he'd made his way here. The inside of his mouth tasted of heat and liquor and chewing 
gum, and Jason made himself believe that the latter had nothing to do with Lars. 


Jason hadn't wanted to kiss back, not at first, but still found himself nearly swooning with disappointment when 


James broke the contact seconds later. 


"If | didn't want to be here, | wouldn't fucking be here, all right?" James said, his voice a few octaves lower 
than it had been just moments before. He rested his forehead against Jason's, noses lined up against one 
another, their lips an inch apart. James' breath--whiskey and spearmint--made Jason feel lightheaded, as if he 


could get drunk off the alcohol fumes alone. Drunk just from James’ proximity. 

"If you want to be here.. want to be here with me.. then | don't understand why--" 

James' exasperated scoff cut off the rest of Jason's query. "Don't," James said, claiming another, less heated 
kiss. He'd found that his mouth, when used in various ways, was the best way to get his lovers--both of 
them--to shut the fuck up. "Don't do that. Not tonight." 

"When, then?" It was a loaded question, one that Jason asked frequently. When? When? 

James found that he was getting less and less creative with his answers. Never. 

"Just. not tonight" 

With that, James placed one hand on the back of Jason's neck and the other on his hip, pulling him gently away 
from the wall. He used his body to maneuver Jason toward the bed and then nudged him backward, following 
him down to the ratty bedspread. 

They kissed again while their legs shifted, struggling blindly to kick their shoes off and to the floor. The kiss 


was broken for just long enough for t-shirts to be pulled away and discarded. James sucked on Jason's lower 


lip while he unfastened the fly of Jason's jeans, the five buttons easily giving way beneath his fingers, popping 


like muted machine gun fire. Jason shimmied upward off the bedspread, pushing his bare skin up against James’ 
own, helping to work his jeans down. When he was left in nothing but socks and shorts, he pushed at James’ 
shoulder. James relented, letting himself be rolled over and off of Jason, ending up on his back. He propped 
himself on his elbows and watched as Jason stood up, divesting himself of the little clothing he had left. 


"Your turn to bring the condoms, right?" 

"Yeah, I've got ‘em. Naked and hard, Jason moved across the room, ignoring the nearly sticky feel of the cheap 
carpet beneath his feet. James' eyes followed his bassist appreciatively and Jason swore for a moment that he 
could feel the weight of the gaze that was trained on him like a physical force. He didn't know whether to smile 
or cower under the scrutiny. 

When he returned to the bed with a small paper bag in his hand, James was just throwing his own jeans to 
the floor. Just as naked as Jason, he inched up the bed until he was sitting upright, his back supported against 
the wall at the head of the mattress. Jason knelt on the bed beside him, handing over the bag. 

“What's this?" 


"Open it" 


Arching an eyebrow, James unfolded the top of the bag and dumped its contents out on the bed between 


them. A new box of ultra-thin condoms, and.. 

"Liquid Silk?" 

"| got tired of using motel hand lotion" 

"You bought actual lube?" 

Jason felt himself flush, suddenly feeling embarrassed, though having no idea why. After all the things he'd 
done with James in the recent past, his self-consciousness was going to start throwing a fit now? "There's a 
store on the corner.." 

"Classy joint, I'm sure." 

Shrugging, Jason shifted on the bed and began to intently study the mass-produced print that hung in a gaudy 
frame on the opposite wall. James chuckled and reached out, grabbing Jason's hips and pulling him into his lap, 
so that Jason straddled his thighs. 


"It was a good idea It'll feel better this way. You ever used it before?" 


"I've never been with a man before you." 


"With a girl, then?" 

No." 

"How'd you know what to get?" 
"l, um, l.. asked." 


James' mouth twitched at the corners until he couldn't hold it back anymore. He laughed heartily, his chest 


heaving as he leaned forward and let his forehead collide with Jason's shoulder. Jason pushed at him, scowling. 
"What? What's so fuckin’ funny about that?" 


"You... in a porn shop.. asking some big burly guy across the counter which lube would work best for you and. 
and. hah! Did you tell him you were on your way to meet your boyfriend in the shitty charge-by-the-hour 


motel down the block? | can just imagine the look on his face.." 


Jason stopped pushing at James’ shoulder. In fact, he'd gone absolutely still. James placed a hand on his chest 
and couldn't even feel him breathing. Thinking perhaps he'd been being a tad insensitive, he collected himself and 
sat up straight again. He still grinned as he looked at Jason, although Jason seemed to be sharing none of his 


enthusiasm. 

‘Sorry, sorry. I'm glad you bought it. Don't get all pissy just because--" 

"Don't say that” 

"Don't say what?" 

"Meet your boyfriend’ You're not my fucking boyfriend." 

"Fuck, Jase. | didn't mean--" 

"Whatever." 

Jason started to move away from James’ lap. He didn't want to let his jealousy ruin another night between 
them--it happened more often than he'd like to admit--but sometimes he just couldn't keep it at bay. Again, 
like before James had shown up, thoughts of he and Lars started popping up in his mind. Boyfriend, his mind 
scoffed at him. Yeah, James had one of those, all right. 

His attention was quickly returned to the man in front of him when James' hands clamped down hard on his 


hips, keeping him spread across the tops of James’ thighs. When Jason relented, James sighed heavily and 
leaned in, nudging against Jason's cheek with his nose. 


"Look, don't.. don't go. Okay? You've got me, I'm all yours. All yours for tonight. So don't fuck it up. Here." 


James’ hands released his hips and took up the bottle of lube instead. He broke the plastic seal from the cap 
and tossed it aside, and then pumped a bit of the liquid into the palm of his hand. 


"You'll like it," James whispered against his cheekbone, and then James' slicked up fingers were around his cock 


and Jason forgot to be upset anymore. 


His erection, which had started to wane, quickly renewed itself under James’ touch. His back hunched and he 
leaned forward, dropping his forehead onto James’ shoulder. He bit into the flesh there and moaned around it. 
James sucked in a breath, half in pleasure and half in alarm, at the feeling of Jason's teeth. Sliding his free 
hand up into Jason's hair, he tugged his head away gently and hissed, "careful." 


‘Sorry, sorry," Jason mumbled, arching his hips into James' hand. James continued the slow, steady handjob, a 
small smirk gracing his features. He'd just sealed the deal; there was no way Jason was going to throw a 
tantrum and leave now. He let his hand falter every few upstrokes, pressing the pad of his thumb right below 


Jason's head and rubbing slow circles, making Jason gasp and squirm against him. 


James brought his other hand down from Jason's hair, trailed it across his back and then wrapped the arm 
around his waist, pulling him closer. Both men drew in a sharp breath when James’ large hand flexed open to 
take hold of his own erection as well, bringing them together in his grasp, hard flesh against hard flesh. The 
friction was eased by the lube, the movement slick and hot as James pushed up against Jason and Jason 


ground down toward him. 


After several moments of grinding against each other, of James’ hand pumping both of their hard-ons at the 
same time, Jason made a frustrated noise in his throat and blindly threw his hand out, fingers searching the 
bedspread. He sat up and tossed his hair out of his eyes when he found what he'd been looking for, eagerly 

tearing open the cardboard box and extracting the foil from inside. He ripped a condom free from the strand 


and then used his teeth to tear the packet open, batting James’ hand out of the way. 


James chuckled breathlessly and relaxed against the wall, watching as he unrolled the condom over the length 
of James' cock. Jason's hands trembled while performing the task and his eyes had gone nearly black, pupils 
dilated with lust. His chest was heaving with each heavy, excited breath. James took all of this in, justifying the 
moment to himself. This is what he wanted, what he needed. What he fucking deserved When was the last time 
Lars had looked at him like that, like he'd have a fucking aneurysm if James wasn't inside him right now? He 


couldn't remember. 


The feel of Jason's hand, now coated with their new lube, moving over James’ latex covered hard-on was 
enough to chase away those thoughts. He groaned low in his throat and arched his hips toward Jason, the back 
of his head knocking once against the wall behind him. 


Jason stroked him a few times, flicking his wrist and listening to James’ breathless groans. Finally, he smeared 


the excess lube from his hand onto the bedspread (it'd had worse, he was sure), and moved a few inches up 


James' body. James licked at the hollow of Jason's throat, whiskers scratching against his skin like tiny insects. 
The feeling was somewhere between maddening and intoxicating. 


When James spoke, Jason felt more than heard the words, a rough vibration against his collarbone. 
"You gonna ride me, Jase?" 
"F-f-fuck yeah." 


He held the base of James’ cock in his fist as he lowered himself onto it. The lube did its job well, but he was 
still unprepared, and the feel of James breaching tight muscle had him nearly keening in a heady mixture of 
pain and pleasure. Still, he remained relentless, pushing his hips downward almost frantically, being able to think 
of nothing except the fullness of James stretching him to his limit. 


"Fuck it all, Jason Slow down. You're gonna.. ohh, fuck. you're gonna hurt yourself." 


James' fingertips scrabbled against Jason's hips, trying to control his descent, but Jason just pushed harder 
against him and didn't stop until James was balls deep in tight, slick heat. 


"Fuck," James choked out, his hands tightening on Jason's hips, using every drop of willpower in his system not 
to arch up off the bed and pound into that feeling. Jason rested for half a minute, tense against James’ chest, 
panting against the side of his throat. 


"You all right?" 

"Y-yeah. Fine." 

"Then fucking move, Jase." 
Jason moved. 


He started slowly at first, rolling his hips toward James’ stomach and reveling in the low sounds and harsh 
breath that escaped James' lips. Jason stretched his torso, bracing his hands on the wall on either side of 
James' head. The desire to lean in and kiss James suddenly grabbed at him, and he had to fight the urge. 
James didn't like to be kissed, not during or after sex. He knew that James only kissed him beforehand because 
he'd bitched about it a few times, and he'd learned that James would make certain sacrifices to lessen his 
bitching. It was rare, in fact, that they even had sex like this, face to face. Jason had become used to lying on 
his stomach, pillows piled under his hips. It didn't even bother him so much, anymore. 


James squeezed his eyes shut and spread his legs a little, bending his knees upward so that he could put the 
sides of his feet against the bed. He used the leverage to move upward into Jason and they found a slow, 
steady rhythm together. James’ hands wandered over Jason's straining thighs, fingertips digging into the backs 


of them, pressing and guiding his movements. Can't even trust me to keep the rhythm now, can you, fucker? 


Jason thought, and bit back a bitter laugh. 


James' hands quickly become more insistent, pulling him forward into every thrust, increasing the pace. Jason 


felt James' sharp hipbones colliding with his inner thighs, certainly leaving bruises. James’ whispered warning 


from earlier seared through his mind .."careful'.. but then, it didn't matter if he left here with marks, did it? 


Jason canted his hips, changing the angle; he heard James’ ragged groan, and saw stars behind his own eyes. He 
transferred his weight against the wall to just his left hand, his right groping for his own cock and stroking in 
time to their pace. The residual lube mixed with the precum that had been slowly dripping onto James’ lower 


belly gave his strokes a delectable, silky friction 


James came first; Jason made sure of that. It was a rare treat, getting to watch James let go, and Jason 
made sure he stayed completely coherent to take in every detail. James' jaw dropped and his eyes rolled behind 
the closed lids, eyelashes fluttering against his cheeks. He pounded into Jason--once, twice, three times--and 
then went rigid, fingers digging into Jason's legs, bringing a welcome ache. He growled low in his throat as his 


body became slave to the tremors that wracked through it, and as he bit down into his lower lip, Jason wished 


that it were his teeth there, instead. 


James was coming down from the peak just as Jason spiraled over it, hair flying with the movement as he 
tossed his head back and came all over James’ chest and his own hand. He cried out with every wave that 
washed over him, the orgasm intensified and drawn out by the feel of James still pulsing inside him. When he 
opened his eyes, mouth dry and panting for breath, he immediately fixated on the pearly liquid that streaked 
across James’ chest like some sort of salacious artwork. He grinned outwardly, not being able to help himself. 


Guess | got the upper-hand this time, buddy. 


James' eyes blinked open and he frowned at Jason's elated expression, and then realized what he was looking at. 


Rolling his eyes and groaning, he shoved once at Jason's hip. 
"Move." 


Jason gingerly pulled himself from James’ lap, hissing at the loss he felt as James slid from his body. As soon 
as he was free to move, James scooted to the edge of the bed and put his feet on the floor, peeling the 
soggy condom off and neatly tying a knot at the top. 


"Taking a fucking shower," James said to the wall as he stood and disappeared into the bathroom. 


Jason watched him go, and then stared at the closed bathroom door for a solid three minutes before shaking 
his head and standing. His original intent was to get dressed and split before James could come out of the 
bathroom, it made things easier that way. Instead, he found himself pulling the soiled comforter and the top 
sheet away from the bed, and sliding into it. He shoved his arm beneath a pillow and rolled onto his stomach, 
letting his eyes close. While he drifted, he imagined James in the shower. Imagined James coming out of the 
shower, hair wet and towel wrapped around his waist. And then imagined James crawling into the bed behind 


him, wrapping an arm around his waist. Pictured himself falling asleep against the warmth of a strong, willing 


body. 
He awakened from a twilight sleep to the bathroom door opening and steam wafting into the room. Mustve 
been one fucking hot shower. James was indeed wearing nothing but a towel, and Jason smiled, remembering his 


daydream, 


"You're not gonna sleep here, are you?" James asked, breaking through Jason's reverie. He began collecting his 
clothing from the floor and slipping into them, dampening the fabric with his still-wet skin. 


"Don't know. Why?" 


Because | wanted you to come back to the hotel with me. Because | thought maybe we could grab a bite to eat. 


Because | don't wanna leave you here by yourself. 


Jasor's mind grabbed at the reasons, desperately willing any of them to come out of James' mouth. Give me 


something, here. Anything 

James sat down on the foot of the bed, well out of Jason's reach, to pull on his socks and shoes. 
"Cause this place charges by the hour, and that'd cost me a fuckin’ fortune." 

| won't fall asleep," Jason managed after a few beats, his voice sounding meek even to his own ears. 


"All right. Seeya tomorrow. Don't be late," James warned, standing and walking to the door. He had both the 


locks disengaged and was opening the door when Jason found his voice once more. 

‘Hey’ 

James stopped, door open half a foot, and glanced over his shoulder. 

"| love you," Jason whispered. Maybe he doesnt know. Maybe if he did, things would be different. Maybe.. 
"Yeah. I'd noticed." 


James closed the door behind himself. 


When Kirk let himself into the hotel room, he found Lars curled up at the head of the plush, king-sized bed. 
The sheets and blankets were in disarray, most of them piled up against the compact form of Lars' body. He 
had his legs curled to his chest, arms wrapped around them, the side of his head resting against his knees. 


Kirk thought he looked very small 
"Thanks, by the way," Lars said quietly, and Kirk raised an eyebrow. 
"For what?" 


"For getting dressed up like we were actually going out. For making that asshole wait an extra hour before he 
could lay his dirty hands all over what's mine." 


"We could've gone out, you know. Probably be better for you than sitting around here being angry.’ 
"I'd be angry if we went out, too." 


"| don't get it, Lars. He's been fucking Jason for how long now? And you just sit around and don't do anything 
about it?" 


"Do any-- hal What the fuck do you expect me to do, Kirk?" 

"Well, you could tell him that you know about them, for starters." 

"And risk the fallout? Risk him fucking leaving? No way. I'm not putting my band in jeopardy over this bullshit." 
“There's other things you could do.” 

"Like what?" 

Kirk shrugged gracefully and then hit the bed on his hands and knees. He crawled toward Lars like a cat 
stalking prey, shoulders hunched and head down When he came close enough, he pulled the sheets downward 
and let them slither over Lars’ legs. Kirk reached out, putting his palm flat on Lars’ knee, and then trailed it 


toward his inner thigh. 


"Revenge is always fun. Give him what he deserves." 


